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flestriri), after the strictest search, we found only one
great piece of coarse cloth, large enough to be a foot-
cloth for your majesty's chief room of state.1 In the
left pocket we saw a huge silver chest, with a cover of
the same metal, which we the searchers were not able
to lift. We desired it should be opened, and one of us
stepping into it found himself up to the mid-leg in a
sort of dust, some part whereof, flying up to our faces,
set us both a-sneezing for several times together.2
In his right waistcoat-pocket we found a prodigious
bundle of white thin substances, folded one over
another, about the bigness of three men, tied with a
strong cable, and marked with black figures, which we
humbly conceive to be writings, every letter almost
half as large as the palm of our hands.3 In the left there
was a sort of engine, from the back of which were
extended twenty long poles, resembling the palisadoes
before your majesty's court, wherewith we conjecture
the man-mountain combs his head ; for we did not
always trouble him with questions, because we found
it a great difficulty to make him understand us. In the
large pocket, on the right side of his middle cover (so
I translate the word ranfulo, by-which they meant my
breeches), we saw a hollow pillar of iron, about the
length of a man, fastened to a strong piece of timber
larger than the pillar; and upon one side of the pillai
were huge pieces of iron sticking out, cut into strange
figures, which we know not what to make of.4 In the
left pocket another engine of the same kind. In the
smaller pocket, on the right side, were several round
flat pieces of white and red metal, of different bulk;

1 His handkerchief.     2 They were in his snuff-box.     3 A diary,
4 A pistol.